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FOREWORD 

Frank Kitson's book will be of special interest to those of us who served 
in Kenya during the Mau Mau rebellion since few people could be told 
at the time of the special operations developed by him. But there are 
many lessons in his story which will be of equal interest to those whose 
business it is to study or take part in the restoration of law and order. The 
British Army has been kept busy with that kind of work in recent years. 

Global war is an international affair and it is in the international field 
that our statesmen will strive to reach agreement to reduce the likelihood 
of such a calamity. But keeping control in our Colonies and Protectorates 
is our own affair. The likelihood of military support to our Colonial 
administration must be rated high. In Africa alone there are vast areas 
which under our guidance are moving towards a greater degree of self 
government. We are deliberately moving the responsibility more and 
more on to the shoulders of the local inhabitants. This involves risks to 
law and order which must be accepted if these people are to move from 
the benevolent autocracy of good Colonial administration to independ­
ence, with all the dangers, disturbances and upheavals which such a change 
entails. If this change is to be made smoothly, with firm foundations laid 
for the future, the timing must be controlled. The Colonial administra­
tion must not be stampeded into making the change because its adminis­
tration has become so weak it cannot resist. It would be the worst possible 
service to the people of Africa to give independence against a background 
of confusion. 

If the Army is required to intervene it should try to do so in such a way 
that it does not prejudice the natural progressive development of the terri­
tory. No lasting results will be obtained by the unintelligent use of force 
in all directions. Measures must be designed to support and protect the 
loyal members of the community and to round up the real trouble-makers 
who have resorted to force and lawlessness. If this can be done fairly and 
justly you will get the support of the waverers and the battle is half won. 
But to do this you must have a very good intelligence service. You must 
not be surprised to find that it is inadequate and your first task should be 
to build it up. 
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The need to develop a first-class intelligence system is obvious. In 
these internal security situations you must develop your intelligence 
service to meet your needs and you must not be content with a general 
picture and trends. You must know your enemy's mind, his organization 
and every detail you can possibly find out about him. Only when you 
know this will it be possible to deal with the root of the trouble and the 
leaders. Even when you have the information it is often difficult to make 
use of it quickly enough through the orthodox security forces. The 
secret of success of the Special Forces, as developed by Frank Kitson, was 
that they put themselves in a position to follow up their information 
instantaneously and to do something about it. 

In operations of this kind it is extremely difficult for the soldier or 
policeman not to feel that he is being frustrated by rules and regulations 
which to him seem to be specially designed to assist the enemy and prevent 
him getting on with the job. It was only in the prohibited area, i.e. the 
forest, where the Security Forces could operate in an unrestricted maimer. 
Elsewhere there were rules, and there had to be, to protect the innocent. 
In the Reserves, the European Settled Areas and in Nairobi these rules 
protected the gangs as well as the innocent. In spite of the disadvantages 
I insisted we must play the rules and I was most loyally supported by the 
Security Forces. Unfortunately this did not prevent a number of people 
who should have known better from lending their support to a smear 
campaign against the Security Forces. In operations of this kind you can 
take it for granted that you will be under constant criticism from certain 
sections of the Press and public. There is not much you can do about it 
except to stick to the rules and not to lose your temper with your critics. 

I have seen the British Army in war, in success and in adversity. I have 
also seen it undertake the entire administration of large areas of Germany 
—a non-military task but one which was carried out superbly for nearly 
a year after the German surrender. Since then the Army has had tasks 
in Malaya and Kenya which it has brought to a successful conclusion. 
The Army is a versatile machine. Its officers and men are capable of 
adapting themselves quickly and readily to new conditions. In fact in my 
experience the British officer enjoys the challenge of unusual situations 
and he has marked ability for solving them. 

The gallant and resourceful author has given us a book which will fire 
the imagination of the young and give much food for thought to those who 
have to organize or direct similar operations. 

Chapter One 

A NEW JOB 

BEING asthmatic I was no use to the Navy so I had to join the Army 
instead. This caused some stir in the family, but as I was obviously unsuited 
to the Church there was no alternative short of breaking a father-to-son 
tradition which has lasted for over two hundred years. In fact there was 
little harm done as my only brother was in the Navy and there is some­
thing to be said for a family not having all its eggs in one basket. My 
housemaster at Stowe was actually pleased and said something about a 
'narrow escape': he was biased, however, having been a regular soldier 
himself for twenty years. 

I joined the Rifle Brigade in January 1945 and after eighteen months in 
England went to Germany as a lieutenant. I was still there seven years 
later and though I had enjoyed the life at first, by July 1953 I was desperate 
for a change. At that time I was twenty-six. 

One evening I was sitting in a leaguer area after a day of exercises 
with our affiliated tank regiment. I was damp and cold and heartily sick 
of the pine trees and heather which are the only things that grow on the 
German training areas and which had come to symbolize all that I disliked 
in my military life. 

There was little inducement to sit around. A wet west wind was chasing 
away the remains of the afternoon storm and drops of water were dripping 
from a branch into my mess tin to form a puddle flecked with congealed 
fat in the bottom. The other officers had already crept into their clammy 
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sleeping bags with the exception of one platoon commander who always 
fell asleep while eating his dinner. Because I had been sitting still, the wet 
bits of my uniform which were in direct contact with my skin had be­
come warm. Movement would upset this arrangement but eventually I 
had to walk out into the heather to pay my respects to nature. There I 
met a despatch rider who had appeared with orders for me to go to the 
nearest telephone and contact Battalion Headquarters which was in 
barracks sixty miles away. 

After some trouble I was connected with the Adjutant who told me 
that I had been posted to Kenya to do a job connected with Intelligence. 
He knew no details except that I was to go at once. I was not concerned 
about the details, I was so glad to be leaving Germany. 

The next few weeks were very busy ones for me and by the first of 
August I was ready to leave for Africa as required. I spent the following 
eighteen days standing by the telephone at home waiting for a summons 
to the airfield, but nothing happened. This was most annoying because I 
could have had a very good leave if I had been allowed to go away 
properly: there is not much one can do if one is kept at twenty-four-hours 
notice to move. 

During the waiting period my first wild excitement at leaving Germany 
had begun to wear off and had given way to a more sober form of elation. 
In this state I could see that there were some aspects of my past life which 
I should leave with regret. I did not imagine for example that in Kenya 
I should have the opportunity for going to the opera or playing bridge. 
I would sadly miss riding my horses in the Rhine Army races which I had 
been doing for some years with great enjoyment, though with consistent 
lack of success. I doubted whether 1 should have much time to spare for 
trout fishing and above all I knew I should miss the many wonderful 
opportunities for shooting which I had during my time in Germany; and 
by shooting I don't mean plugging holes in targets. 

One good aspect of my enforced period of waiting was that it gave me 
a chance to find out something about Kenya. I had seen the headlines in 
the newspapers when the Emergency had started in October of the pre­
vious year, and I remembered a striking picture of Jomo Kenyatta who 
was supposed to be the Mau Mau leader. Unfortunately he had appeared 
in an animal skin carrying a spear so I had a distorted idea of the rebellion 
from the start. A few months later—in March—I had read about the hor­
rible massacre at Lari. But after that I had not registered any of the events 
which had been going on in the Colony, though the Mau Mau were associ­
ated in my mind with all that was foul and terrible in primitive savagery. 

A New Job 3 

With this background I read several books. First I discovered where 
Kenya is in relation to the rest of the world. Next I found out that 
although the Colony is about six hundred miles long and four hundred 
broad, only a small area—one hundred miles by seventy—was affected by 
the rebellion. This was the country occupied by the Kikuyu tribe and the 
European lands nearby. 

The Kikuyu tribe is the largest in Kenya. Together with its associated 
tribes, the Embu and Meru, it numbered about one and three quarter 
million people in 1953. They had been living in the same general area for 
several centuries before the arrival of white man in Africa and had devel­
oped a system of government based on Committees of Elders rather than 
on Chiefs or Kings. This had not come about as a result of contact with 
Western ideas of government even though there might be a superficial 
resemblance to early ideas of democracy. 

Although the various books which I read were not agreed as to exactly 
what life was like for the Kikuyu before the arrival of the white man in 
the last decade of the nineteenth century I soon saw that there was one 
factor which influenced them more than everything else put together: 
fear. 

First the Kikuyu had been frightened of raids made by other tribes, 
particularly the Avarlike Masai, who had forced them to live near the 
protective forests. This had greatly restricted the amount of land which 
the Kikuyu could farm. The next great menace to the tribe had come from 
Arab slave dealers who used to make expeditions from the Coast in search 
of human booty. Some authorities maintain that the slavers would have 
destroyed the tribe altogether had the British not intervened. Another 
terror came in the form of fearful epidemics which would sweep through 
the country unchecked by medical knowledge, carrying off huge numbers 
of the tribe and their cattle. 

To combat the unruly chances which governed their lives, the Kikuyu 
relied mainly on magic and therein lay the greatest of all the horrors which 
beset them. Most witch-doctors were not malign in the sense of wishing 
harm to their clients. On the contrary, they doubtless did their best. On 
the other hand they sat in the middle of a web of superstition which 
bound the whole tribe in thrall to an unseen world of spirits, omens, curses 
and blood. 

One final thing I understood from my reading. During the half century 
in which the British had ruled Kenya they had dispelled the fears which 
had formerly come from raiders, slavers and disease, but the fear of 
magic was still a powerful force. As I sat at home reading about the 




